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Yet though he give and we twain see good days,
I would not lose for many fortunate years
And empire ringed with smooth security
The sharp and dangerous draught of this delight
That out of chance and peril and keen fear
Springs as the wine out of the trampled grape
To make this hour sweet to my lips, and bid
My dancing heart be like a wave in the sun
When the sea sways between the sun and wind
As my sense now between the fears and hopes
That die to-day for ever.    O, this doubt
That is not helpless but has armour on
And hands to fight with, has more joy withal
And puts more spirit into the flesh of life,
More heart into the blood and light in the eyes,
Than the utter hour, of triumph, and the fight
More than the prize is worth man's prizing; yea,
For when all's won all's done, and nought to do
Is as a chain on him that with void hands
Sits pleasureless and painless.    I had rather
Have looked on Actium with Mark Antony
Than bound him fast on Cydnus,    O my hour,
Be good to me, as even for the doubt's sake
More than safe life I love thee; yet would choose
Not now to know, though I might see the end,
If thou wilt be good to me; do thy work,
Have thine own end \ and be thou bad or good,
Thou shalt nor smite nor crown a queen ID heart
Found lesser than her fortune.